Englands Sorrow 


For the Death of his late Majeſty 


King CHARLES Fi 


Of Bleſſed Mcmory. 


Nfluce your Tcarsfor Shame: what-can you keep 
Your Eycs within their Sockets, and not Weep? © 
peru fo Jewel loſt, more worth by far 
Africa and _ the. Indies arc? 
Fe oh the Currant.of your Tears, 
And nor your ſclves ore Head and Ears? 
 O Fic! fall down before his holy Shrine, 
And Weep as faſt as cver it did Raine, 
Stamp, and with Tears inundace all your Checks, 
And ſplit tus very Marble-ftone with Strecks ; 
For we haye loſt that lovcly Silyer Dove, 
Which was a Pledge of God Almighty's Love: 
'Tis Hown away ; and {cft is Corporal Anke, 
Our Genel Sew B92 gore 


Wings; 
And by a = from God ) 1s gone 

To ſet upon the Eycrlafting Throne: 

O! cthacT might (if it but  Livwfal were) 

Whiſper with Reyerence at his Sacred Fare, 

And ask if he in carneſt had his Breath 

Stop'd by the Handkerchicf of Sawcy Death ; 

I can't believe it was; fure 'tis a Lyc. 

The Elect ſhall only Changed be, not Dic: 

And he I'm confident was.one-of thoſe 

Who being almoſt free;from Sin was Choſe: 

And fo he did not Dic as Tome Reporr, 

But went a Liye:to-the Coeleſtial Courr ; 

There to recieye/( ſtcad of a fading Crown) 

One that I'na/ſure will never Tumble Down. 

Therefore (when we perpend his Happinek, 

If we do Mourn) we ought to Mourn the cbs: 

For {tho fond Nature bids us Weep a while, 
When we conſider that ) we ought to Smile. 
'Truly (tro Mourn no more) I hold it Beit; 

Come draw his Curtains cloſe, and let him Reſt: 
Tho he is gone, yet he has left ins ſtead 

The Braycſt Princc that cver wore a Head : 

Long may he Live to wear the Crown and Flouriſh, 
Till <li his Enemies Free, Pine and Pcriſh, by F. þ 
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